ASHTAROTH

Dagobert

May his avarice wither him like a curse !
I guess he has heard of our late reverse ;
But, Rudolph, whether he goes or stays,
There is reason in what Jarl Osrio says;
Of provisions we need a fresh supply,
And our butts and flasks are shallow dry.
My men are beginning to grumble sadly,
JTis no wonder, since they must fare so badly.

Rudolph

We nave plenty of foragers out, and still
We have plenty of hungry mouths to fill;
And, moreover, by some means, foul or fair,
We must raise money;  'tis little I care,
So long as we raise it, whence it comes.

Osric

Shall we sit till nightfall biting our thumbs ?
The shortest plan is ever the best;
Has any one here got aught to suggest ?

Orion

The corn-fields are golden that skirt the Rhine,
Fat are the oxen, strong is the wine,
In those pleasant pastures, those cellars deep,
That o'erflow with the tears that those vineyards

weep;

Is it silver you stand in need of, or gold ?
Ingot or coin ?   There is wealth untold
In the ancient convent of Englemehr;
That is not so very far from here.
The Abbot, esteemed a holy man,
Will hold what he has and grasp what he can :
The cream of the soil he loves to skim,
Why not levy a contribution on him ?